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	Silent Night

"But why can't I go? I want to go, I want to go, I want to go," my little sister Mina chanted around the house.

"You can't go, Mina. it is only for big people,"

"But I am a big people, see?" she walked around the kitchen wearing mom's high heels. "I wanna go see the movie" she whined uncontrollably.

"Mina, listen," I tried to explain, "this movie is scary and people are not allowed to scream and pee their pants, okay?"

Knowing she couldn't win the argument she kicked off the heels and stomped up to her room pouting.

Not two minutes after Mina slammed her door shut mom opened the front door, relieving me from my babysitting duty.

Ever since dad got sick and had to move into the hospital, mom had to work twice as much. And since she has had to work twice as much, I have had to babysit Mina twice as much.

"Kids," she yelled through the doorway into the small house, "I'm home" Mina came thumping down the steps and ram onto mom's arms. Mom looked exhausted and nearly fell over as Mina plowed into her.

"Mommy, Marco won't let me go to the movies with him. He said I can't go because I would pee all over the theater!" mom quirked her eyebrows up at that questioningly.

"I did not even say it like that, Mina." I clarified and explained to mom that I was planning on going out to see a movie tonight and I didn't want Mina to come. It's not like I didn't want her to come because I don't like her, it is because I need time away from her, but I didn't need to tell mom that because after i told her my plans she explained to Mina that I needed a break.

"I'm off," I notified mom and Mina ( Mina refused to talk to me) as I plucked my keys off of the shelf beside the front door. "I'll be back later tonight."

"Bye, sweety. Be safe now, you hear?" Mom called as I shut the door behind me. Just before the door closed, I heard mom say that she had ice cream and they could have a girl party while I was gone. It seemed to cheer her up.

The theater was only a couple miles up the road and the movie didn't start for about another half hour, so I wasn't in any kind of rush. on my way I even stopped at Mcdonald's to get an ice cream cone.

Before I entered into the room where the movie was playing, I stopped to get the essential gear to watch a movie: popcorn, soft drink, candy, and 3D glasses.

The showing room was full of chatter and commercials showing on the big screen. I glanced at my watch, _six forty seven. _I still have a little while until it starts. I walked to the center of the isle and chose a seat in the middle. A couple minutes later more people came in talking and the chatter rose until the thrumming theme song played and shadows began dancing on the walls as the movie starts.

I watch with semi-focused eyes as the main storyline unfolds. I find myself actually interested in what's going on. Not at soon as I'm content with popcorn in one hand and my drink in the other, splayed comfortably on my chair, a guy walked in. A straggler.

"Excuse me, sorry." He says as he pushes past me to sit further along the row.

He slipped past several seats down and planted himself. He stared at the screen with a confused look on his face. After a little while, he got up and came my way again. I hadn't realized I had been eying him and not the movie until he asked me in a hushed voice what had happened and what was happening. I explained to him in the same hushed voice that the kids had gone to camp already and their bodies were showing up in weird places.

He thanked me and lowered himself into the seat beside me and trapped his popcorn bucket between his skinny legs. Skinny jeans don't look good on everyone, but they sure as hell look good on him. Wait….he's sitting next to me now? I took in the rest of his apearance: his hair was ruffled, well the top part anyway, he had a two-toned undercut. He had golden eyes that gleamed in the dull movie light and he wore a faded band shirt which really complimented his black skinny jeans.

"Kyaa!" No later than fifteen minutes after he sat beside me, he jumped out if his skin and let out a very masculine scream (not really) and tipped over his bucket in the process. popcorn flew into the air like fireworks on the fourth of July and small snickers were heard all around. I couldn't help but giggle a little too, but to make it up to him I offered him my popcorn.

He took little hand fulls here. As he was in mid reach, he quickly pulled his hand back and took a big gulp of air before covering his mouth with his hand and skidding out of the dully lit room.

I rushed after him full of concern (why was that), and also slipped out of the room.

I went into the bathroom hoping he would be in there. I listened for a second then turned on my heels and reached for the door. just before I reached it, I heard a low groan and the sound of a lumpy liquid hitting toilet water.

"Hey," I asked making my way to the other end of the bathroom to the stall door that was slightly opened "are you okay?"

I pushed the door open cautiously and spied the saw the kid puking his guts up. Not a pretty site. His face was pale and his eyes were narrowed. The next break he had he took a deep breath and let it out.

"Are you alright?" I tried again.

"I'm fi-" He started but hung his head over the toilet bowl again.

Not knowing what to do or say, I went out and bought a bottle of water. "Here," I offered him the plastic bottle, "rinse your mouth out."

He narrowed his eyes at me for a second before grabbing the water out of my hang with a grunt.

He stood up straight and walked over to the sink. He rinsed his mouth and face.

I grabbed him a couple paper towels and placed them in his dripping outstretched hand.

"Jean" He said, but I guess my face gave away that I had no idea what he was talking about so he clarified for me "My name. It's Jean."

Oh, so that's what he meant. "Jean," I repeated the name.

"Are you going to tell me your name or am I gonna have to guess?" He asked with a hint of sarcasm.

"Oh, uh, Marco. I'm Marco." I said quickly. I didn't want to know what kind of names he would guess.

I looked over his phone when he pulled it out of his pocket to see the time (nothing else, I promise!) and realized the movie was about over. there was no point in going back now. I could probably watch an illegal posting of it online in a few weeks anyway.

"Shit, I missed the movie," I jumped as he rather loudly pointed out his discovery and then I giggled when I regained my lost balance. He then realized that I too had missed it and insisted it was all his fault.

"I was the one who followed after you, you know." I said

"Whatever," he mumbled under his breath and pulled out his wallet. "Hey,"

"Huh?"

"Since you didn't get to see it because of me, I'll buy you another ticket." He insisted

"Are you going to go?" I asked as I tossed my own paper towel into the trashcan. That must have made him think because he didn't answer until we were out of the batroom.

"It is playing again in ten minutes if you wanna see that again." He said

I gigged out loud and pointed out that I didn't think he would be able to sit through it again without puking. He let loose a low growl and walked away

"Hey, I was just kidding, you don't have to leave." I coaxed him

"Calm your muscle boobs, I'm just going to get the tickets. Big Hero 6 sound okay?" The way he talked with a slight french accent made my stomach do small somersaults.

"O-okay," I followed behind him like a puppy follows it's person.

After the movie we came out laughing and quoting the whole movie.

"Oh! I forgot!" I thought out loud, "I was supposed to be home after that movie. I have to call mom." I reached into every pocket on me to find my phone. Damn it. I left it on the counter. "Hey, uh. Do you mind if I borrow your phone real quick? I left mine at home."

"Here." he pulled his phone out of his front pocket and typed in a pin.

"Thanks a lot!" I said.

After I told mom what happened, she said she understood and asked me to be home as soon as possible. The whole conversation, I could hear Mina pouting in the background.

"Thanks again," I said politely and handed his phone back.

"Yup," he replied dully. "Hey, I gotta get home. Dad's probably waiting at the door for me right now to bitch in my face. It would be rude to keep him waiting." He joked. We said our goodbye's and went off on our merry ways.

Before I left, I stopped at the counter and bought a box of candy for Mina. I should at least get her something.

As I walked up the sidewalk to the front door, I could hear music. I entered through the door and froze where I was. Mom and Mina were covered in makeup.

"Get him!" Mom said with a hand full of makeup. I ran for the stairs to go up to my room, but I was caught and in addition to having powder all over my face and paint on my nails, I was forced into one of Mina's princess dresses. They got jewelry from Pretty Pretty Princess and layered them one on top of another on me.

That night I didn't even have enough energy to take off anything so I went to bed as-is.


End file.
